SKULL-MEASURING

CO 'Ali! if every one lived by his rifle and janbiya^
whence would we get food? We owe what we eat to the
cultivator and the fisherman/

'But what qubailt (tribesman) would stoop so low?
Fishing! it is impossible! Tilling! Yes, I will ask Saiyid
Taimur (the Sultan) to give me a plot of land. Then I will
get a slave to till it for me/

'But why not till it yourself?3

'Ah! never fear, I'll pay the slave/ said 'Ali, missing
the point, but adding ingenuously, 'and I shall live on the
produce of the garden/

How 'Ali was to come by a slave I had every reason to
shrink from imagining. Even in Dhufar three hundred
dollars would be a moderate price for a slave, and had
'Ali anything like that sum, the desert would call him
and he would invest the money in a she-camel. But 'Ali's
flight of fancy had carried him into the clouds and he
now returned to earth.

'Give me fifty rounds, Sahib!5 and he slithered the
ammunition belt round his body for me to see that it was
all but empty. I suppressed a smile at the incongruity of
his utter poverty with his opulent optimism,

"Wallahil I would rather ammunition than a camel/ he
said. 'The camel dies on her master's hands, but with
ammunition! I can repel my enemies when they come
after me, and kill an oryx when I am hungry/

'No, 'Ali! Come to-morrow and you shall have three
dollars, but mark you! behave yourself in the mountains,
or this is the end of our friendship/

'Let Saiyid Taimur put me on his pay-roll/ said *AIi as
he went away-he was, maybe, envisaging three dollars
a month - 'and I will be a brother to all men/